FROM    SEA    TO    SKY

of a reservoir. Sydney's airport was at Mascot, where elementary
flying training was in progress on a not very extensive airfield.
With various small aircraft scattered all over it the air-liner
pilot had some difficulty in finding a clear landing run. All very
casual I thought, and I said so when the next opportunity offered
because, though Australians themselves may not worry too much
about accidents, their Press and Politicians shout to the high
heavens for somebody to be hung if an air-liner accident does
happen, and at Mascot the stage was set for such an incident.

It is a pity that so many city airports are situated so that
the drive-in lies through the slums. I have read of the thrill of
entering Sydney harbour through the famous Heads, but from the
airfield one arrived by a very smelly route past tanneries and
glue factories. Perhaps it is all different now, because Sydney
believes in progress.

The Australia Hotel, where I stayed, was very modern. One
could look at various types of motor-cars in the shop windows of
the main reception hall. In one's bedroom there was the choice
of three programmes on the radio which was fitted in each room,
and the whole installation was the work of Australia's (own)
Amalgamated Wireless Corporation.

Sydney seemed a great contrast to Melbourne, and proud of
the fact Everyone appeared to be in a hurry, whether they were
drivers of motor-cars or mere pedestrians rushing to catch a tram
or a ferry. The harbour certainly justified its reputation for size
and beauty, and the high-level bridge built by Dorman Long a
few years ago seemed to add to the impression of progress so
typical of Sydney and indeed of New South Wales as a whole.

In order to get a proper bird's-eye view of the city and
harbour, my son Dick and I hired a taxi-plane from Mascot and
flew around the outskirts. It was well worth the money, as by
no other means can one get so quickly the answer to the question:
Why are those who live in or near it so proud and fond of Sydney?
It is a fine modem city situated on one of the best harbours in
the world, where the ships of all nations come and go; it has
Tomvalled facilities for yachting in sheltered waters, exhilarating
surf bathing from beaches within easy reach of city or suburbs,
and there are beautiful gardens, parks and a first-class zoo.
Add to these, golf- and race-courses in abundance, and one
concludes that nowhere in the world are the normal requirements
of a modern generation so completely and conveniently met.

The work of the Mission took us to Newcastle, a three-hour
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